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T he. mofi lamentable T cage die 

JXtfi »? *, She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wa&, 
And fo lets Icaue her to her filent walkes. 

Chiron* And twere my caufe.l Ihould goehangmyfelfe. 

2?tfi»«.If thouhatlft hands to helpe thee knit the cord. 

Enter Marcus from bunting. 

Who is this my Neeoc that flies away fo fall} 

Ccfen a word, where is yourbusband i 
Jfldodreamc would all my wealth would wake me, 

Ifl doe wake, fome Planet ftrikemedowne, 

That I may Humber in eternall flsepe. 

Speake gentle Neece, what Herne vngcntle hands, 

Hath lopt and bewd, and made thy body bare. 

Of her two branches, thofe fweet ornaments 
Whpfe circling flradowes, Kings haue fought to fleepcin. 
And might notgaine fo great a happines 
As halfe thy louc: Why dooft not fpcake to toe i 
Alas, a crimfon nuer ofwarme blood, 
Liketoabublinglountaineftird wichwinde, 

Doth rife and fall betwerne thy Rofed lips, 

Camming and going with thy honny breath. 

But fu r c fome T treat h th defloured chec, 

And leaf! thou fhouldft deleft them, cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turnft a way thy race for Ihame. 

And notwithftandingall this Ioffe ol bl >od, 

As from a Conduit wkn their lfliiing fpouts. 

Yet doe thy cheekes looke red as T itans face, 

Biufhing tobeencountred vvithaelowde. 

Shall l fpeake for thee, lira 1 1 1 fay tis fo ? 

Oh. that 1 knew thy hart, and knew the beafl, 

That Imightraileathmi toeafemy minde. 

Sorrow concealed , like an Ouen Hope, 

Doth burne the hart to cinders v here it is, 

Faire Fhtlom.IU Are but loft her tongue, 

And ip a tedious fainpler lowed her nundc> 


of Tim Andromcusl 

Rutlo^ely Neece, thatmeaneis cut from the^ 

A craftier Teretes haft thou met. 

And he hath cut thofc pretty fingers off. 

That coal d haue better fow ed then A 'W- 
Oh had the monfter feenc thofe Lilly hands* 

Tremble like Afpen leauesvpon a Lute, 

And make the filken firings delight to kiffe them. 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life. 

Or had he heard the heatienly Harmony, 

Which that f weet tongue hatii nia <J c : 

He would haue dropt his knife and fell afteepe. 

As Cerberus at the T hracian Poets feete. 

Come let vs goe, and make thy father bhnde. 

For fuch a fight will blinde a fathers eye. 

One houres lterme will drow ne the fragrant meades* 

Whatwill wholcmonthsoftearrsthy Fathers eyes? 

Doe not draw b 2 cke,for w e will mourne with thee, 

Oh could our mourning cafe thy mifery. 

Enter the fudges and Setsatourt with Tims two ft mnes bound, t 
pajfwg on the Stage to the place of execution, and Tstus going be- 

^ Titus. Hearemegraoefathers, noble Tributes ftay, 

Forpitty ofmineage, whofe youth was fpent 
In dangerous warres, whilft you fecurely ft 6 ? 1. 

For all my blood in Romes great quarrcll lhed, 

For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht, 

And for thefe bitter teares, which now you fee, 

. Filling the aged wrinkles in my checkcs, 

Be pittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whofe foul es is not corrupted as tis thought. 

For two and twenty fonnes I neuer wept, 

Bccaufethcy died in honours lofty bed. , 

' Aadronicttf t yetb dew ne .and the fudges pajfe by him , 
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